RUSSIAN ENGINEER

Street. I did so and was introduced to a " Comrade
Pollitt " who promised to cable to Moscow direct
in code.

A few days afterwards I called at my bank and
found that a mysterious caller had placed to my
account the long awaited money. The bank officials
could not tell me who had passed the money over
the counter.

A few more weeks passed and then, as from the
blue, another letter descended upon us from Berlin,
asking me to go there during the next two weeks,
I was intrigued by all this mystery, and decided to
see the thing through to the end, although at the time
we had very little money left. My wife and I travelled
to Berlin and announced our arrival by sending a
letter to the post box address as advised. One day
passed, two, three, the days drifted into a week and
longer, still no acknowledgment. Then funds ran
out altogether. We were in a terrible plight, with a
hotel bill to face.

I went to the Russian Trading House in Berlin,
the" Handelsvertretung." There I gained admission
by displaying my identification card from the
Industrial O.G.P.U. which I had managed to retain
on leaving Russia and demanded to see someone in
authority. My wife and I were taken to an ante-
room and a few moments later a man walked in and
addressed me.

" Are you Mr. Westgarth ? "

I nodded.

" I am on a visit from Arcos, Bush House,
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